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OUR TOWN 


Harland E. Cook 


Our town should mean to all of us, 
Regardless of creed or race 
Something more than just an address 
Or just a dwelling place 


It should mean to every one of us, 
A place in which we live and love and learn, 
A place where we invest the money that we earn 


A place that every man or child 
Should place above petty spite 
And each one try to do his share 
To make our town all right 


A place that has sheltered you 
Thru joy and care and strife 
Should be as very dear to you 
As anything else in life. 


A place we should be proud of 
That if its name is mentioned anywhere 
We can hold up our heads and be glad to say 
That’s my town! | live there! 


NATHAN HALE 
& 
His connection to Bellingham 
The Journey from North Uxbridge to Boston 


January 26, 1776: 

We were on the Middle Post Road. One half of 
my Company of eleven men had slept at 
Deacon Reed’s in North Uxbridge so | had to 
wait for them to come the two mile journey as 
far as Woods’ before | could march on to 
Mendon. We left at 7:00-am, arriving at 
Ammidon’s Tavern for breakfast at 10:00. It 
was a distance of four miles from Wood’s to 
Ammidon’s. After breakfast we marched 
twelve miles East to put up for the night. 

This is the route we followed; starting at 
Ammidon’s in Mendon we went down Main 
Street to and along George Street, then cut off 
onto the Old Turnpike Rd. reaching Hartford 
Avenue.tThe first grist mill was located at the 
“First Bridge” river crossing (Mill River). We 
went on this road past “Ye Olde Green Store” 
post office to the “Second Bridge River’ (The 
Charles), on the Bellingham — Mendon town 
line. Following the Hartford Avenue Road in 
Bellingham to Caryville, we passed the 
Scammell Tavern at the junction of Grove and 
Taunton Streets. Further down we passed the 
home of John Marsh. We marched down past 
the North Bellingham Cemetery where many of 
the early settlers were already buried. 
Reaching the foot of the hill we stopped at 
Peletiah Smith’s Tavern to have something to 
eat. From here we went on past Caryville and 
on to Village Street in Medway. My eleven men 
quartered here for the night while | went on 
another five miles to Clarke’s Tavern in 
Medfield. 


It was 10:00 o’clock the next morning when the 
eleven men came along to march on to Jamaica 


Plain where we stopped at a tavern called the 
“Punch Boll”. The men stayed here while | went 
on to Roxbury to meet with General Spencer. 


Editor’s Note: As many of our readers may or may 
not know, history is always open to the writer or 
reader’s interpretation. Old records are often 
difficult to read and often even harder to 
understand. This story is taken from my 
understanding and reading of excerpts from the 
personal diary of Nathan Hale as well as a prior 
Crimpville Comments issue. (January 1976 & Issue # 
78) It is my opinion that this is an accurate account, 
but if you have further information please feel free to 
let me know by calling the Museum at 508-966-5838. 


Along this route Hale would have encountered 
various mile markers. These markers were set out 
several years previous by Benjamin Franklin, as the 
co- Postmaster, serving under the King of England. 
At the museum we have the original marker that 
marks Bellingham as 31 miles from Boston. It was 
originally placed in the vicinity of the driveway of the 
present day St. Blaise Church. But of course, that’s a 
story for another time. M.M. 
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COMMEMORATION OF THE 50th ANNIVERSARY 
OF THE VIETNAM WAR 


BY THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 
A PROCLAMATION 


As we observe the 50th anniversary of the Vietnam War, we reflect with solemn reverence upon the 
valor of a generation that served with honor. We pay tribute to the more than 3 million servicemen and 
women who left their families to serve bravely, a world away from everything they knew and everyone 
they loved. From Ia Drang to Khe Sanh, from Hue to Saigon and countless villages in between, they 
pushed through jungles and rice paddies, heat and monsoon, fighting heroically to protect the ideals 
we hold dear as Americans. Through more than a decade of combat, over air, land, and sea, these proud 
Americans upheld the highest traditions of our Armed Forces. 


As a grateful Nation, we honor more than 58,000 patriots—their names etched in black granite—who 
sacrificed all they had and all they would ever know. We draw inspiration from the heroes who suffered 
unspeakably as prisoners of war, yet who returned home with their heads held high. We pledge to keep 
faith with those who were wounded and still carry the scars of war, seen and unseen. With more than 
1,600 of our service members still among the missing, we pledge as a Nation to do everything in our 
power to bring these patriots home. In the reflection of The Wail, we see the military family members 
and veterans who carry a pain that may never fade. May they find peace in knowing their loved ones 
endure, not only in medals and memories, but in the hearts of all Americans, who are forever grateful 
for their service, valor, and sacrifice. 


In recognition of a chapter in our Nation’s history that must never be forgotten, let us renew our sacred 
commitment to those who answered our country’s call in Vietnam and those who awaited their safe 
return. Beginning on Memorial Day 2012, the Federal Government will partner with local governments, 
private organizations, and commumities across America to participate in the Commemoration of the 
50th Anniversary of the Vietnam War—a 13-year program to honor and give thanks to a generation of 
proud Americans who saw our country through one of the most challenging missions we have ever 
faced. While no words will ever be fully worthy of their service, nor any honor truly befitting their 
sacrifice, let us remember that it is never too late to pay tribute to the men and women who answered the 


call of duty with courage and valor. Let us renew our commitment to the fullest possible accounting 
for those who have not returned. 


Throughout this Commemoration, let us strive to live up to their example by showing our Vietnam veterans, 
their families, and all who have served the fullest respect and support of a grateful Nation. 


NOW, THEREFORE, |, BARACK OBAMA, President of the United States of America, by virtue of 
the authority vested in me by the Constitution and the laws of the United States, do hereby proclaim 
May 28, 2012, through November 11, 2025, as the Commemoration of the 50th Anniversary of the 
Vietnam War. I call upon Federal, State, and local officials to honor our Vietnam veterans, our fallen, our 


wounded, those unaccounted for, our former prisoners of war, their families, and all who served with 
appropriate programs, ceremonies, and activities. 


IN WITNESS WHEREOF, I have hereunto set my hand this twenty-fifth day of May, in the year of aur Lord two 
thousand twelve, and of the Independence of the United States of America the two hundred and thirty-sixth. 


THE VIETNAM WAR 


This was a very controversial war 
which caused many _ protests 


through the United States by citi- , 
zens who believed that we should: 


not be taking part in the war. 

The struggle In the war took 
place primarily in South Vietnam. S. 
Vietnam was supported by the U.S. 
and North Vietnam was supported 
by China and the USSR. The Demo- 
cratic Republic of Vietnam was 
founded in 1945 and was under 
communist rule led by Ho Chi Minh. 
The DRV (N. Vietnam) wanted to 
take over the whole country. 

In 1961, President John F, Ken- 
nedy pledged U.S, commitment to 
To S. Vietnam. The destroyer USS 
Maddox was damaged on August 
2, 1964, causing Congress to in- 
crease involvement. 

Bombing of N. Vietnam began 
February 24, 1965 and the first U.S. 
combat ground forces arrived on 
March 6, 1965. The highest num- 
ber of ground forces there at any 
one time was 543,400 on April 19, 
1969. From August 4, 1964 to Jan- 
uary 27, 1973, 8,744,000 American 
troops had seen action in Vietnam. 

The failed “Tet” offensive on 
January 30’ 1968 and the rebuffed 
“Easter “ offensive on March 30, 
1972 resulted in more bombing of 
N. Vietnam by the U.S. 

The Agreement on Ending the 
War and Restoring Peace in Vi- 
etnam (cease fire) was signed on 
January 27, 1973. This was known 
as the Paris Peace Accords. The 
agreement was not ratified by the 
U.S. Senate. 

The negotiations for what led to 
this accord began In 1968. It had 
many bumps and delays during the 
five years previous to the signing — 
even to the shape of the table 
where the negotiations would take 
place. 

Henry Kisssinger of the U.S, and 
Le Duc Tho were the main negooti- 
ators and were awarded the Nobel 


Peace Prize for their effots. Le Duc 
Tho-refused to accept It. 

One provisions of the accord was 
that the U.S. along with other. for- 
elgn troops would withdraw their 
troops within sixty days. U.S. pris- 
oners of war would be released. 
The U.S. abided by this provision. 

Another provision was for the 
peaceful reunification of Vietnam 
but a N., Vietnam offensive cap- 
tured Saigon, on April 30, 1975 and 


_ unified Vietnam under Communist 


rule, 


BELLINGHAM MEN AND WOMEN 
WHO SERVED IN VIETNAM 
(Names listed on the Town 

Vietnam Monument) 
Adams, Allan T. 
Alexander, Michelle 
Alexander, Stephen 
Allard, Deborah A. 
Allard, Michael A 
Anastos, Nicholas 
Arcand, Dennis, W. 
Asselin, Thomas H. 
Aucoin, Steven D. 
Baker, Peter G, 

Baril, Daniel P. 
Beaudet, Leo A. 
Beaulieu, Willlam, J. 
Beauregard, Marcel R. 
Bergstrom, John 
Bickom, John H. 
Bigelow, Denis |. 
Biron, Roland L. 
Biron, Willie A. 
Bissonnette, Richard P. 
Borowski, Raymond R. 
Bourgey, David C. 
Bradeen, Curtis C. 
Bragdon, Robert C, 
Brite, Thomas P. 
Brodeur, Victor 
Brodeur, Victor, Jr. 
Brunelle, Gerald A. 
Brunelle, Maurice J, 
Brunelle, Normand A. 
Brunelle, Raymond D. 
Burgess, Michael W. 
Buskirk, George T. 
Byrda, Frank W. Jr. 
Carr, James C. 
Carrier, Andre R. 
Carrier, Raymond A. 
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Catalano, Anthony M. 
Chamberland, Nestor C, 
Charland, Joseph R. 
Chase, James £, 
Chase, Robert L. 
Chicoine, Wilfred N. 
Clinton, Mitchell J. 
Coggins, Robert H. 
Colley, Scott 

Cook, Donald S. Jr. 
Cook, Thomas 
Coppinger, James T. Jr. 
Cote, Georgette 

Cote, Gerard H. 

Cote, Paul A. 

Cote, Roger A. 
Crepeau, James J. 
Crepeau, Robert S. 
Croteau, Donald E, 
Croteau, Leo G. 
Croteau, Rene F. 
Cummings, James W. 
Curl, John D. Jr. 
Dahlstrom, Donald C. 
Daley, Lawrence M. 
Daley, Robert L. 
Dallessandro, Kenneth L, 
Daniel, Michael 
Dauphin, Richard W. 
Decasse, Nelson A. 
Desjarlais, Michael G. 
Desjarlais, Thomas E. 
Desmaris, Ernest E. 
Donahue, Kevin F, 
Dorval, Robert L. 
Dubois, Gerard O. 
Duverger, David J. 
Edwards, Alan R. 
Eldredge, Richard A. 
Ethier, Richard A. 
Fafard, Herman A. Jr. 
Fancil, Raymond D, 
Ferrone, Jamee 

Fino, Henry S. 
Fisher, Harry J. 
Fitzgerald, Daniel T. 
Fitzpatrick, Joseph E. 
Fleming, Thomas J. 
Fleuette, Lee A. 
Gaboury, Alan J. 
Gaboury, Neil P. 
Gagne, Francis E. 
Gallpeau, Bertrand H. 
Galipeau, George A. 
Galuza, Donald 
Garceau, Henry E. 


Gey, Trormmas 1 

, Gagoere, Geraid 0. 
Geason, Wetter Ak. 
Giose. Thomas Rk. 
Gexiboss. Ernest F. 
Gecan, Shechen F. 
Sooontch, Wester &. Jr. 
Goulet, Edgar A. 


” ut “ Pt ee 
Grosssu, Lance P. 


Gwitemetie, Gerard 
HaseS. hemes P. 
Hediey, Ernest L. 
haaising, Normand E. 
seésing, William E. 
arpin, Joseph E. 
He>eri, Conrad J. 
Hengurt, Kenneth 
Henbot, Kenneth 
bewkiom, Richard A. 
Pouce, Edgar L. Jr. 
Hughes, Brien J. 
Hemon, Paul R. 
Saoques, Paul L 
bapette, Francis J. 
Jesrett, Bruce C. 
soScoeur, Robert €. 
join, Dennis W. 
Kass, Gerard D. 
Keane, Edward F. 
Keane, Robert C. 
Keefe, George W. 
Kerivan, Robert F. Jr. 
K#roy, Kart x. 
Kornicki, Richard W. 
Lacroix, Raymond A. 
Laferriere, Geraid A. 
Laferriere, Rene B. 
Lang, Duane G. 
Laquerre, Emile 
Larose, Stephen 
Lavalle, Maurice R. 
cavalle, Roger 


caverdiere, Ernest A. Jr. 


Lavergne, Roger 
LeBlanc, Robert H. Jr. 
Leblanc, Normand L. 
Leduc, George R. 


Lemire, Normand L. 
Lemire, Ronald E, 
Levesque, Lindsey C. 
Lubash, Eugene, R. 
Lucchesi, Ralph A. 
Lucier, James R. 
Lungpre, Lucien P. 
Lussier, Raymond E. 
Lussier, Roger E, 
Maines, Harold A. Jr. 
Mandville, Daniel L. 
Marchand, Gerald A. 
Martin, John J. 
Masse, Maurice A, 
McGue, Joseph A. 
McMugh, John T. 
McKeon, Robert M. 
McNaul, William 
Milot, John G. 
Mowry, Kenneth A. 
Murray, Earl J. 
Nason, George 
Nason, Ralph 
Nestor, John F. 
Newton, Carolyn J. 
Nickerson, Guy A. 
O'Keefe, William J. 
Ottman, Douglas R. 


Pasquerillo, Charles J. 


Paquin, Dennis D. 
Pariseau, Lucien R. 
Pasighnyk, Peter 
Paturzo, Elliott J. 
Pelletier, Donald R. 
Peloquin,Russell R. 
Peterson, John 
Petersons, Erik S. 
Plante, Gerald 
Plouffe, John R. 
Poisson, Jean Paul E. 
Poulin, Roger 
Phillips, Russell Jr. 
Raimond, Henry E. 


Randall, Ronald G. Jr. 


Raymond, Thomas J. 
Rattie, Roger 
Recore, Eugene T. 
Recore, Omer H. Jr. 
Recore, Raymond G. 
Recore, Richard A. 
Redman, William F. 
Remillard, Wilfred R. 
Renaud, Joseph E, 
Renaud,Leo A. 
Renaud, Normand 


Rhoads, Edward W. 


Rhoads, Robert K. 
Rhodes, George E. 
Rhodes, John N. 
Rhodes, Raymond A, 
Richard, Paul A. 

Rivet, Richard L. 
Rocheford, Robert R. Jr. 
Rochefort, Edward J. 
Rolk, Harold N. 

Rokes, Charles B. 
Romano, Joseph P. 
Rooney, William B. Jr. 
Roy, Leo R. 

Roy, Rene F. 

Rubrigi, Aldo 

St. Germain, Gerard F, 
St. Germain, Gerard G. 
Sawicki, Joseph 
Sawyer, John D. 
Schroeder, Daniel 
Seagrave, Raymond F. 
Sherman, Arthur M. Jr. 
Smith, Bruce M, 
Smith, Charles E. 
Smith, Gerald M. 
Smith, Gerard S. 

Spas, Dennis J. 
Stanley, Martin K. II 
Stearns, Richard W. 
Sweet, Woodrow W. Jr, 
Thayer, Gary C. 
Thomas, Dana P. 
Tiernan, Mark S. 
Toothaker, Roy E. 
Trudeau, Gilbert E. 
Trudeau, Gilbert L. 
Trudeau, Robert R, 
Turcotte, Marcel R. 
Van Helden, Giisbert L. 
Vater, Earl J, 
Vekeman, Gaetan N. 
Wall, Gary W. 

Wall, Gene K. 

Wall, Gerald T. 
Waselewski, Stanley M. 
Watier, Alfred M. 
Waiter, Robert A. 
Whalen, Edward J. 
Wharton, Gert W. 
Wheeler, Jon F. 
White, Robert J. 
Wilkie, William R. 
Wong, Don R. 

Wood, James W. Ill 
Work, Thomas D. 
Wyatt, John P. 
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OUR SCHOOL 


To some, our school building is just another edifice, another architectural achievement. 
To us it is most precious, for this construction represents our second “home”; it is so closely 
allied to our hearts and to our lives that no matter where we shall be, or what we shall do. 
there will always be a constant affection for our own beloved Alma Mater. 


Bellingham High School Class of 1940 was 
unique in many ways. They arrived at the new 
High School as the Junior Class and would move 
on to be the 2” graduating class of their own 
Bellingham High School. How exciting it must 
have been to walk the halls, study in the 
classrooms, or read in the library of the new 
building! Before long a year was behind them 
and they were preparing to become graduating 
seniors. Lots to look forward to and lots of 
planning to be done. Edna Boudreau was 
chosen to write the Class Essay. Edna was 
active in several class activities, particularly as 
staff member of the Student Voice, part of the 
Epilogue staff, Public Speaking Club and the 
Literary Club. The following is the essay she 
presented at her graduation on Thursday, June 
20, 1940 in the High School auditorium. 


THE AMERICAN PUBLIC SCHOOL 


The monuments on this earth have changed. 
Once they consisted of the palaces of kings, the 
castles of noblemen, and the fortresses of 
military leaders. No so long ago, one could, 
while travelling through Europe, go hundreds of 
miles without seeing a public library. 
Everywhere, however, could be seen public 
prisons. In our own America, we have 
important monuments, but there is one which 
dwarfs all others; that is the American Public 
School. 


The public school typifies the countr, its 
constitution, its laws and its beliefs. The 
Constitution declares that “All men are born 
free and equal,” and the public schools declare 
that free knowledge shall be furnished to make 
that equality worthwhile. The books and 
knowledge are all there. Wealth does not 
vount; poverty does not hinder. The only 
aristocracy is that of learning, of hard work, and 
of good conduct. 


The public is truly the United States in 
miniature. The little citizens, who will be the 
future voters, sit and study together. They 
learn in early youth that it is what you are, not 
what your father has, or what your grandfather 
was, that really matters in this world. 


Wherever there is a public school, whether it be 
the magnificent school of the large city, or the 
small wooden room of the country, there you 
will find the democratic spirit growing. Nothing 
is more ennobling than the thought of the little 
red school-house at the crossroads, with the 
American flag fluttering over its roots. Inside 
that building, the children are being taught the 
principles which will enable them to preserve, 
build up, and strengthen our democracy. 


Despite the various and many obstacles that the 
public school has had to meet, it has, 
nevertheless, forged ahead in attendance, in 
beauty, and in efficiency. Public cooperation is 
sufficient to inspire this outstanding monument 
to new and higher achievement. 


Among the various tasks of the statesman and 
the office-holder is that of aiding and furthering 
the public school. If he wavers in his loyalty to 
it, he is an unfit public servant, and your vote 
should tell him so. The test of the citizen is his 
willingness to support our schools through 
taxation. 


We love our nation, its principles, and its ideals. 
Our democratic form of government is kind to 
us. We should insure against any possible 
attacks, from within and without, which might 
weaken our government. Let us, therefore, 
earnestly support and honor the American 
Public Schools, cradle of America’s future 


greatness. Edna Boudreau ‘40 


EDNA BOUDREAU 
“Bright Eyes’’ 
Bellingham Center 
College A. B. 
Activities: Student Vatce Staff, Epilogue Staff, 


EDNA BOUDREAT Public Speaking, Literary Club. 
Question: How do we visualize Edna in the years 
to come? 


Answer: Edna truly had the qualifications of an 
orator, We cannot but picture her having a prominent 
position in the lecturing field. Fearless she was, 
possessing the modesty of true womanhood, and the 
logic of a studious mind. 


As we turn to eye our past, 

Beloved faces turn to smile; | 

Those who shared our pleasures Gos CSS Poem 
And chased away the tears, 

Who through friendship endeared our stay— 


Four brief and happy years. ERE we stand upon the threshold, 
We, the eminent Class of "40, 
As ‘we turn to face new paths, Gazing at the paths that smile, 
Vague shadows merge with glints of light And summoning us to go 
Which speckle the untried road. Along the winding way 
Yet, through these shades we will tread Of just an ordinary road. 
Unafraid, for will we not remember: Oh! such promises they make: 
“Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow But must we go? 
the King.” 
And be led? High-school days have vanished past, 
Those happy days could not last: 
—Edna Boudreau ’40 The time has come to say our last good-bye 


To all who have been so dear. 

‘Tis been a pleasing trip—a jocund day, 
Sweet life, precious memories. 

We want to stay: 

Why can't we? 


Robert A. Boudreau 
Bellingham High School 
Class of 1944 
A Hometown Hero 


The 1944 Epilogue is similar to other class 
yearbooks but it is memorable and unique ina 
very special manner. The graduating class 
attended High School and graduated during 
WW Il. Many later went on to serve their 
country in the military. Looking through the 
Yearbook it is obvious that Patriotism is in the 
forefront of their young minds. The book is 
dedicated to 3 classmates serving in the military 
and then continues with our National Anthem. 


Robert Boudreau’s love of country, his musical 
talent, and his joy in sharing the arts with both 
children and adults were all nurtured and 
encouraged during his school years in 
Bellingham. 


Mr. Boudreau went on to attend Juilliard and 
became the founder/conductor of the American 
Wind Symphony Orchestra. Perhaps no truer 
words were ever written than his class 


prophecy: “We predict a brilliant musical career 


for you, Bob.” 


It is no small coincidence that Robert Boudreau 
honored his country in a unique way during the 
1976 Bicentennial. He began with the 
renovation of an old coal barge into a million 
dollar acoustical shell to be used for riverside 
concerts. The barge made a 15,000 mile 
Bicentennial six — month long cultural journey 
bringing music to American cities along the 
coastal waterways and rivers of the United 
States. 
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While in port, the ship was adorned thirty six 
bicentennial flags. Robert is quoted as saying 
“my mission is to enrich the spirit of all 
Americans.” 


Robert, your hometown salutes you and thanks 
you for your amazing contributions to spreading 
the cultural arts throughout our country. (MM) 


Editor’s note: 


The Historical Museum is home to a collection of 
Bellingham High School Yearbooks. If you would 
like to read more about the Class of ’44 please 
come to visit us. Make an appointment by 
calling 508-966-5838. We are also open to the 
public the 1°° Monday of each month and every 
Tuesday morning from 9:00 — 1:00. 


We also house a collection of Crimpville 
Comments from the earliest days to the present. 
If you would like to read more about Bob 
Boudreau you can find an extensive article in 
the September 1976 Issue. 


ROBERT A. BOUDREAU 


“I breathed a song into the air” 


Ambitious , .. well-mannered . . 
a good sport . 
super musician 
you, “Bob”. 

Favorite Song: “Mairzy Doats” 


Favorite Saying: “You said it!” 


a good-natured ... talkative 
. the outstanding psychology student... a 
... We predict a brilliant musical career for 


Activities: Orchestra 1-2-3-4, Dramati 2 ee 
Aviation Club 2. , ¢ Club 2-4, Minstrel 1-2-4, 
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To our former classmates who are now fighting to keep 
our “Star Spangled Banner” waving, we, the class of 1944, 


proudly dedicate this book. 


CLASS SONG 
TUNE: Army Air Corps Song 


Off we go into the wide world yonder, 

Here we go, out on our own. 

We were taught, during four years of learning, 
How to face our trials alone. 

We've had fun during the past four years, 

And now our boys have fighting to do. 

They'll win the fight with sturdy might, 
Nothing can stop the class of ’44. 

Our teachers have given a guiding hand, 

And enabled us to reach our goal, 

We'll do our best to try and keep the spirit, 
Facing life with hearts true and bold. 

Off we go into the wide world yonder, 

Here we go, out on our own. 

We're loyal, true, we'll remember you, 


LIBERTY FOR AI] — Our Alma Mater, Bellingham High. 


< —ROBERT A. BOUDREAU 
ur reli is i 
reliance is in the love of liberty which 


God has planted in our bosoms. Our de- 


fense is i 
1s in the preservation of the Spirit 
whic 
h prizes liberty as the heritage of all 


men in all lands everywhere. 


—ABRAHAM LINCOLN ®ur National Anthem 
x kw 
O say! can you see, by the dawn’s early light, 
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming? 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous fight, 
O’er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly streaming? 
And the rocket’s red glare, the bombs bursting in air, 
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there. 
O say, does that Star-Spangled Banner yet wave 


O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave? 


1m 


The Bellingham Historical Museum is a 
repository for artifacts, documents, 
photographs, and personal collections that help 
others to envision and understand the lifestyle 
and concerns of the citizens of Bellingham since 
the incorporation in 1719. 


Current members of the Historical Commission 
are: Chairperson Marcia Crooks, Secretary 
Priscilla Compton, members Robert Donahue, 
Dan McLaughlin, Margaret Maxwell, Carlton 
Patrick, and Franco Tocchi. 


The Crimpville Comments are published and 
distributed four times a year by the 
Commission. We are always looking for 
original poems, stories, and pictures of 
Bellingham to include. Please drop your 
contributions off at the Museum or mail them 
to: 

Bellingham Historical Commission 

3 Common Street 

Bellingham, MA 02019 
We would love to hear from you. 


The museum is open to the public on Tuesdays 
from 9:00am to 1:00pm and the first Sunday of 


every month (excluding holidays) from 1:00 pm. 


- 4:00 p.m. and by appointment. (508-966- 
5838) 


We are currently in the process of updating our 
mailing list. If for some reason you prefer not 
to have the Crimpville Comments mailed or the 
address is incorrect, please call the museum 
and leave a message. Copies are available at 
various stores in the area. 


The Editorial Staff 


DO YOU 
REMEMBER 
WHEN? 


Real Estate taxes were about $200 a year? 


Wethersfield was built on the big farm? 
Varney’s sand pit was a turkey farm? 
The Grange was the organization to belong to? 


Folks got enough exercise doing the family 
chores? 


Hixon’s Ice Cream Parlor? 

Whist parties at AWcommon Inn? 

Senior Proms held in the High School gym? 
There were no traffic jams in town? 


Party telephone lines? 


Ah — the good old days ! 


SS ee ee 


I AM AN AMERICAN— 


I am a believer in 


The American Creed 


I believe in the United States of America as a govern- 


ment of the people, by the people, for the people; whose 
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just powers are derived from the consent of the governed; 
a democracy in a republic; a sovereign nation of many 
sovereign states; a perfect union, one and inseparable; 
established upon those principles of freedom, equality, 
justice, and humanity for which American patriots sacri- 
ficed their lives and fortunes, 

' I therefore believe it is my duty to my country to love 
1t; to support its Constitution; to obey its laws; to respect 
its flag; and to defend it against all enemics. 


—Wiram Tyrer Pacs 


CHILDREN’S PAGE 


Poetry for the Ages 
Georgie Porgie Way Down South 
Georgie Porgie Pudding Pie Way down south 
Kissed the girls and made them cry. Where the cotton grows 


When the boys came out to play, A mosquito stepped on an elephant’s toe 
Georgie Porgie ran away. The elephant cried with tears in his eyes 


Pussy in the Well Why don’t you pick on someone your size? 


Ding, dong bell ; the pussy’s in the well. 


Who put her there? Bobby Shafto 
Little Johnny Green Pretty Bobby Shafto 
Who will put her out? Gone to sea 


Big Johnny stout 

What a naughty boy was that 
Who never did any harm 

But to chase all the mice from 


Grandfather’s barn. 


Hey Diddle, Diddle 
Hey diddle diddle, 


The cat and the fiddle 


The cow jumped over the moon 


The little dog laughed 


To see such sport 


And the dish ran away with the spoon. 


Silver buckles on his knees 
He’ll come back and marry me 
Pretty Bobby Shafto. 

Jack Sprat 
Jack Sprat could eat no fat 
His wife could eat no lean 
So between them both 
They licked the platter clean. 
Purple Cow 
Never saw a purple cow 
| hope I'll never see one 
But this I’ll say 


I’d rather see than be one. 


While watching our favorite television show it 
always seems like such a nuisance when 
interrupted by the many ads that are aired. 
Most times | don’t pay any attention and use 
the time to go to the kitchen for a little snack or 
will check my phone messages. However, one 
ad caught my attention the other night. Can’t 
remember what they were advertising but | do 
remember the content because it brought back 
many memories of trying to get to the bottom 
of some household mysteries that occurred 
periodically. For example, the milk gets spilled, 
but none of the kids admit to spilling it, the dog 
wasn’t fed but nobody admits to that being 
their chore for the day, perhaps there was a 
piece of cake missing from that special 
chocolate cake you made for the bake sale but 
nobody knows who ate it. The list goes on and 
If this 
has ever happened to you,( and I’m sure it has), 


on, but it’s all part of raising a family. 


you are sure to enjoy this anonymous poem 
that | came across at the Historical Museum. It 
reminds us that some things never change and 
that Mr. Nobody has been a member of most 
households for many generations. Enjoy 
reading it and the memories that it conjures up 


from earlier days. (M.M.) 


Mr. Nobody 


| know a funny little man, 
As quiet as a mouse, 

Who does the mischief that is done 
In everybody’s house! 


There’s no one ever sees his face, 
And yet we all agree 
That every plate we break was cracked 
By Mr. Nobody. 


‘Tis he who always tears our books, | 
Who leaves the door ajar, 


He pulls the buttons from our shirts, 
And scatters pins afar; 


That squeaking door will always squeak 
For prithee, don’t you see, 

We leave the oiling to be done 
By Mr. Nobody. 


He puts damp wood upon the fire, 
The kettles cannot boil; 

His are the feet that bring in mud, 
And all the carpets soil. 


The papers always are mislaid, 
Who had them l/ast but he? 

There’s no one tosses them about 
But Mr. Nobody. 


The fingerprints upon the door 
By none of us are made; 

We never leave the blinds unclosed 
To let the curtains fade. 

The ink we never spill, the 

boots that lying round you see, 

Are not our boots; they all belong to 
Mr. Nobody! 


In an office: 


WOULD THE PERSON WHO TOOK THE STEP LADDER YESTERDAY 
PLEASE BRING IT BACK OR FURTHER STEPS WILL BE TAKEN. 


' Did | read that sign right? 


TOILET OUT OF ORDER. PLEASE USE FLOOR BELOW. 


In an office: 


AFTER TEA BREAK, STAFF SHOULD EMPTY THE TEAPOT AND 
STAND UPSIDE DOWN ON THE DRAINING BOARD. 
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LIFE’S CLOCK 


The clock of life is wound but once, 
And no man has the power, 
To tell just when the hands will stop. 
At late or early hour. 


To lose one’s wealth is sad indeed, 
To lose one’s health is more; 
To lose one’s soul is such a loss 
As no man can restore. 

The present only is our own 
Live, love, toil with a will; 
Place no faith in tomorrow 
For the clock may then be still. 
Anonymous 


In Memorium 


Irene C. (Belanger) Cadieux Marcia E. (Fortin) Pierannunzi BHS’57 
Benjamin Crow Robert W. (Bob) Piette 
Christopher D. Forestal Robert Seromini 

Dennis LaMotte Margaret Shuker 

Lucille E. (Brissette) Lariviere Gabrielle C. (Couture) Stanley 
Muriel G. (Dauphine) Mandeville Cassie Leigh Stock 

Stephen Mandile Jr. Robert Vitale 


Donna Mc Lellan 
Dr.Edmund Walkowiak 
Francis Newton Doris Zardeskas 
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Bellingham Historical Commission 
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THE WALL THAT HEALS 


Bellingham honors the fallen Vietnam War 


Veterans! 


The tragedy of war should never be forgotten. It 
is right and proper that we pay tribute to our 
fallen heroes. 


All sacrificed some, some sacrificed all. 


Thank you to Jim Hastings and his committee 
for bringing such a unique and inspiring 
memorial to our town. 
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